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HILE others ſoar on panegyrick wings, | 
Or ling the triumphs of our Britiſh kingx; 3 


wy 


Or tow' ring on celeſtial pinions riſe, 


And trace the beauties of the lucid ſkies ; ; 
Big with th“ uncommon theme, my lab'ring muſe, 


Another taſk, far different, purſues ; 
To ſing Fordyce, no mean divine, ſhe tries, 


In whom the art of preaching center'd lies, 
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Liſt! liſt! Apollo ! . thy ſuccours bring, 
9 my Wie to rye on tow ring wing 3 ; 
"Tis thine to tune the heav aly- N Iyre, 
And all the vocal nes to inſpire ; 

"Tis thine to know the ſalutary pow'r 

Of evry herb, of ex ry fragrant flow'r ; 
From thee the arts of divination 98 


And the great Orator thou'rt ſtil'd below. 
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To thee, the Subjekt of our preſent theme, 
A near relation boldly dares to claim; | 
But let us trace his origin „and ſee, 


Whether hei is fon near allied to thee. 
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From northera cliraes, where flow' rs of genius grow, 
Green thro the year, and unregarded blow, 
Fir'd with jt" il with the goſpel fraught, 
He came, and here long with applauſe has taught, 
Theſe frigid climes he left, and thitker came, 


To mend his fortune, and aug went his fame; | 


e 
To labour, and mature more fertue ground, 
And ſow the ſeeds of prophecy around; 
To the fair-ſex himſelf a friend to PO 
By flattery, and make it paſs for love; 
: Them of their coſtly trappings to ſtrip bare, 
Deck them anew, and render them more fair. 
What monſtrous cargoes both of wit and ſenſe, | 
Each year, each month, 3 day, are ne thanks 
Put ſafe aboard, and tided to our ſhores, _ 
Or roll'd in hackney coaches to our doors | 


To this more 18 corner of the alley! i 
Which all a land of peace and plenty ſtyle, 
Theſe flow rs of genius, when tranſ planted, ſhow. 
A greater luſtre, and more fully blow ; "RE 
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They waft around ſo exquiſite a ſcent, 


That Britiſb monarchs are more than content, 


And more than pleas d, them in their breaſts to wear, 
__ That they may ſnuff, and ſmell them all the year. 
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The race, which from theſe flow rs of ene den, fake 


And by eſtival heat begin to grow, 
Are planted i in our royal gardens, 3 nid 
They, like their ſires, may fhoot, and fume the air ; 
Their tinbrage ſhed, to view their buds diſcloſe, | | | 
And tickle, in ſhort ſpace a royal noſe. 
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But, now, no longer from our taſk to ſtray, 15 
But call the wav ring muſe into the ways” 
Too long excurſions from her home ſhe's made, | 
And nigh impending precipiccs ſtray d; . 
Travell'd thro unknown tracts of barren land; 
And to the top of. northern mountains ſcan 42 1. 
But, now, ſhe, ambling, ſhall no longer bam, 
So far abroad, but keep herſelf at home. 
Young i is the Poet, untractable the muſe ; 


Such wand' ring then petitions your excuſe. 


Think not that I, by fwerving from the way, 
Agaiaſt the warlike Caledon inveigh ; 
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Or all her ſons of genius have in view., Io POP 
Lift ſatire's rod, and Churchill's theme. renew 2: 


No! [in life s fort Id rather make a . „ 


And thro” the gap my ſoul to iſſue teach !. 

All men of candaur, of whatever name,. 

Or nation, are always to me the ſame ; 1 
'Tis thoſe of the baſe We, 

Who can by flattery a living gain, | 


Who would for gold their . try to eln „ 


ris - 


And for a title dare their country.ſell,, 


J hate; let none on ſuch compaſſion have. 


But o'er their heads the rod of ſatire wave. 
On Scoztifh ground; and on the ſouthern fideg, 

Of mazy Tweed, my infant ſe firſt try'd,, 

Her ſounding reed to rural lays to frame, 

And to the rocks, the hills, and rills proclaim. 

T was there, where firſt my vital breath 1 drew, 

Where I was rear d, aud unto Among grew; 
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This to reveal, I need not bluſh for ſhame, _ 
For Scots, and Engliſh, are but ill the ſame : 
Both are but branches' of the ſeif-fame tree, 
And both, excepting in the fruit, agree; 
But wonder not, ſuch things quite common are, 
For ſortune has her fav rites here and there; 

She weighs her bounty with unequal ſcales, I: 
And thus unjuſtly often times retails ; 3 
Some loaded ſhe allows to — away, 
While others to fell want are left a 20 : 
Both are by the ſame government conſin d, Stleikt 
And to its yoke both have their necks reſign d. 


Thoſe, who with naughty words, and treach'rous ſmile, 
Their native country venture to revile, | 

Or at their countrymen to laugh and ſneer, 

Who yearly come, to ſeek their fortunes here, 

May ſtricteſt juſtice, ſoon or Jate, 0 ertake, 

And them to others an n example make, 


. 
Many ſuch Scottiſh- Engliſh apes are here, 
And, ſuch to ſerve their countrymen forbear ; 
Leſt they ſhould be, by ſtirring Engliſb fire, 
Compell'd from poſts of honour to retire ; 
Or from beneath the ſhelter of a crown 
To fly, and humbly lay their titles down, 
Leet ſuch dependants, to fair truth deny'd, 
Who all the year their 7 lay aſide, 
Be branded with the enſigns of diſgrace, 
Reluctant fly, and bluſhing hide their face , 
Who ſear to ſtarving want an ear to lend, 


To help their country, countrymen or friend; 


Left ſome great perſonage ſhould them diſown, 
And from their glory toſs them headlong down, 1 8 


Thou firm adherent of the letter'd race, 
Stand forth, Fordyce, and ſhew thy meagre face; 
At the great God Apollo's warm deſire, 


Now from thy pulpit, for a while retire, 
2 
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And to his awful bar ſubmiſſive move, | 


Let Juſtice there condemn thee, or approve 5 


There let her thee, for evermore, diſown, 


Brand thee with ſhame, or mark thee for her own. 


Who ſound convition rightly can convey 
Tato the mind, no matter by what way : 

Or make the panting boſom heave with agb 
And force a wat'ry torrent from the eyes, 
To him, it juſtly may ſaid, is givn 

The ſov'reign art of eloquence by heavin. 
All theſe perfections i in M/s James combine; 
And brightly in the ſacred temple ſhine, | 
Whene'er for church the mattin bells are rung, 
And ſacred hymn, or canticle is ſung. 

Then both his hands he 1 in each other twines, 
And on the pulpit with his arms inclines; 

Or a white napkin in one hand he loeks, 


And thus his god with choſen words invokes, 


( (x85) 
It cannot be by words nor ſighs reveal d, 
What heav'nly funds within him are conceal'd | 


O!] how he pants with heavenly deſire, 

Each time he lights, or ftirs devotion's fire] 

While thus his boſom with ſtrong rapture glows, 

Before his God, his King, he lays his woes; 
Fierce in his face, with head ere, he ſtares, 
As if a look could add pith to his pray'rs ; 

1 expreſs aright the paſſion of his heart, 
Hy eye-balls ſeem from their large orbs to ſtart ! 
Towards the croud ſometimes he caſts his eyes; 

They wonder, gaze, yet ſtill without ſurpriſe !. 
Their boſoms burn without devotion's fire; FM 
They long, they pant, yet Rill without deſire ! 
They ſeem to tear, but Rill their eye-lids dry, 
They're all in rapture, but they know not why [ 
Sure, if the ſpirit of devotion lies, . 5 
In convuls d faces, and in ſtaring, eyes, oj 

Miſs James may venture ſafely, tho alone, 


To combat all his Brethren here in town. 


(ar)) 

But here to ſtop no longer, but purſue 
Our taſk, and ope another ſcene to view. 
Whene'er the act of adoration's o er, 
With head erect he upward ftares no more ; 3 
But often caſts his rolling eyes around, 
And from his boſom pours a heav'nly ſound. 
Then are the gates of learning open laid, 
And all the force af genius diſplay d; 
The ſtreams of eloquence begin to glide, 
And ſwiftly roll their overpouring tide l z 
Into each open breaſt they force their way, 
And all around quite deſolate they lay! | 
Grief and remorſe i in every face appear, 
They ſeem to weep, but weep without a tear ! 
But when infernal ſcenes are drawn aſide, 
And heav'n above to view 1s open'd wide; 
Then in each face great admiration's ſeen, 


And all is joy and ecſtacy within. 
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Sometimes theſe ſtreains to doſing are inclin'd, 
And cannot force their way into the mind * 
They oft remember not their beaten courſe, 
And backwards run towards their native ſource; 
Or if, by Bet their deſtin'd road they find, 
Still they're to fits of lethargy inclin'd ; | 
Beneath their banks they often ſink ſo low, 
And with a lulling noiſe ſo dully flow, 
That all the audience begin to doſe, 

And with the ſtreams to dream, and ſeek repoſe. + 


Methinks I hear Mu, James exclaiming loud, 
In heav'nly raptures, to the liſt ning croud ; 
: At other times rhethinks in every eye 
I ſee the tear, and boſom heaving high. 
See | ſee ! him in the pulpit how he ftands, 
High on his tip toes, with expanded hands ; 
How with his fiſt the vacant air he blows, 
And on the pulpit luſty thumps beſtows [ 
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The trembling pulpit, and the ſeats around, - 


And lofty gall'ries echo forth the ſound : 

Nay, from the centre the whole temple ſhakes, | 

And all the audience with fear awakes l | 7; 
While thus he ſtamps, and ſtares, and roars, and wen 


Looſein the air a napkin round he waves. 


When to his face this napkin he applies, 
To dry the tears faſt-ſtarting from his eyes, 


Or clammy ſweat ſrom every pore that brakes, 


And down his face its courſe meand' ring takes: 5 
With him the auditory ſympathize, 
| Blend tears with tears, and mingle ſighs with Gobs! IE 
Not only heaves his boſom at his will, 
And from his eyes the dewy tears diſtil ; 1 
But, when he thinks that he has well expteſt 1 . 
. Some drawling ſentence better than the reſt, 5 
Smiles in the place of glooms ſucceed apace, 
And laughter clothes the features of his face. 
Into a thouſand diff rent ſnapes moſt ſtrange, 
And curious, his body he can change; 
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If he ſhould want, at any time, to ſhow 
Rage in his eyes, and anger in his brow, 
His muſcles ſwell, and ſtart from every bone, 
And all his nerves forget their nat ral tone: 

But when he wants to ſhow himſelf well pleas'd, 
His muſcles from ons torture are releas d; 
No wrinkles then you in his face can ſpy, 
But conſcious hmpers wanton in his eye. 
While thus by turns his paſſions fall and riſe, 
The whole aſſembly s loſt in great ſurpriſe! 


When thus the ſparks of paſſion, on their an, 
Are blown, and with uncommon fy: burn, 
In ſome odd poſture, odious to the eyes, 
With dext'rous art, his corpſe to keep he tries ; 
Such attitudes were never ſeen before, 
In Rome nor Athens, in the days of yore. 
Ile, like to an herculean ſtatue, ſtands, 


Fixt in the pulpit, with * hands; 5 


as). 
His right fiſt clinch'd, and poiz d in air alway, 
As if to heav'n he were to box his way. 
Many Uncommon, new-coin'd words uncouth, 
And epithets are iſſu d from his mouth : | 
Commas to ſemicolons oft he turns, 
And at the laws of the ſtiff pedant Ipurns ; 
Colons he ſpins, and draws out to the length 
Of periods, to give to them more ſtrength. 
Thus does the hero of affectation teach 
The ſacred word of God, and pray, and preach z 
His pulpit he converts into a ſtage, 


And apes great Gartick of the preſent age E 


Let us, a while, now from the pulpit trace 
Mijs Fames, and view him in a diff rent place; 
What taſte, in the ſociety of arts, 

Each week, he ſhows, and to the reſt imparts; | 
Bright gleams of manly eloquence diſplays, 
And, in loud laughs, inſtead of claps, gets praiſe. 
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In painting, and engraving of each kind; 
And ſculpture, our polite prieſt is not blind ; 
His ſkill in theſe that he may better ſhow, 
He often ſpeaks of what he does not know ; 
Dark ignorance is vail” do er with the ſound 
Of words, and current goes for ſenſe profound, | 
Behold him now a piece of painting Ces 
Aﬀected motions inward taſte bely ; 

But ere he dares to damn or to approve, 

He's filent long, and ſems like one in love; 
With luſcious looks each living feature views, 
Like ſome foul Rake regaling in the ſtews, 
Not the fam d ſybil, on the Hetrurian ſhore, 

Was more tranſported 3 in the days of yore. 

If he's to judge the merit of a piece 

Of ſculpture, by a countryman of his, 

He ſhakes his head, and with his partial eyes, 
A thouſand faults, tho real beauties, ſpies ; 
With ſpiteful looks the i image he devours, 
And from his mouth a tide of ſpleen he pours. 
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His countrymen he would much rather ſell, 
Than naked truth avowedly would tel; 
Leſt in his face an Engliſhman ſhould ſhow 


Some grudge, and him a partial judge avow. 


This is 4 portrait of Fordyce, tho? faint, 
Who from the great Apo/lo claims deſcent ; 
But this is not the effigy of one, 

Unto the god of 76 a law ful ſon 1 

But of a Baſtard, who dares ſometimes ſwear 

_ His birth-right to ſucceed as lawful heir. 

Let all my Sons, the god of arts cries out, 
Such impudent a Baſard loudly hoot, 

Who dares, in arts and ſcience, forge the name 
Of Connoiſſeur, and to me friendſhip claim ! 
»Tis fit that he declaim at ev'ry tide, 


His mouth with pebbles ſtuff d, at Thames's ſide ; 


A naked ſword his ſhoulders hung around, 
And with a belt or ſome apt cinAure, bound, 
Like great Demoſthenes, wh' in the days of yore, 


Pronounc'd aloud at the {henian ſhore, 
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If, for an hour, each day, he ſhall renew 
This taſk a nk. *twill form his voice anew ; 
Each air affected totally remove, 
And make him graceful in the pulpit move. 


This is not all, til ſomething, than the reſt 
Of greater moment, waits to be cxpreſt, 
There's no great wonder, in the time of pray'rs, 
And preaching, that Mijs James has fooliſh airs; 
For it is ſaid, and bruited, far and near, 

That he has been in love for a whole year ; 

His love is gen ral, not confin d to one 

Of the fair ſex, but through the whole has gone. 

TLoull be ſurpris d that he's ſo pale and thin, 
And every bone pears ſtarting thro the ſæin; 

But wonder not love's like the birds of prey, 

It drinks the blood and eats the fleſh away- 


Long has this ſecret fire burnt without ſmoke, 


At I: rgth in a love- letter out it's broke, 
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Which breathes of nothing but the gaudy dreſs, 


And the behaviour of the female claſs ; . 4 
Save a few pages which are burniſh'd o'er, 
With the rare metal wrought from moral ore, 
To this love-laboured, flimſy, long epiſtle, 
Our love-ſick prieſt is pleas'd to give the title, 
Of ſermons to young homes, who are blind 
To the inſide, but well the outſide mind; 
And to all thoſe turn'd ladies of the town, 
To vice addicted and for ſtrumpets known; 


Who for a petty piece of gold, delight 


To lend their fiery tail out all the night. 


| Theſe ſemale ſermons are ſo famous grown, 

That they ve the fourth edition undergone I 

Their ſale to fair Londina's not confin d, 

Abroad they 80 to form the female mind ; 

To teach the fair their duty to their ſpouſe, 

As ſoon as ſetter'd in the marriage nooſe, - 
Seldom to goſſip, but at home abide, : 

And lie, all night, pleas'd by their huſband's fide. 


( 
Rare news to all thoſe Batchelors who dread mY 
To take a fair one to the nuptial bed, 
Leſt ſhe a rank adultereſs ſhould prove, 
Or be inclin'd to baſe inceſtuous love. 
Such Batchelors, uxoriouſſy inclin'd, 
To bear their bondage with a willing mind, 
Neo longer need lead ſolitary lives, 
But, ſoon as tis convenient, to take wives ; 
For ſuch great pow'r theſe ſermons have upon 
The fair, that all determin'd are, to one, 
Ne'er, as unſated whores, to walk the ſtreets, 


Nor with adult'ry foul the lawful ſheets, 


Let thoſe rejoice, whoever parents are, 
And have an only daughter for their heir, 
| Who us d before their wealth to drain away, 
To ape of dreſs the faſhionable way 


That ſhe the boſom of ſome youth might fire 
With love, and make him gaze, and to admire. 
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Fo or gold thek FIT ſhall no longer cry, 


Herſelf with neweſt faſhions to ſupply ; _ 

A gown, if made of French-embroider'd ſtuff, 
She mall not wear, nor foreign- feather' d muff; 
A ſattin bonnet, fring d about with lace, 
Upon her head ſhall never find a place; | 
Her wavy locks, as nature bids, ſhall grow, 
And o'er her ſhdulders negligentiy flow ; 

The barber's fingers they ſhall never feel, 
His criſping pins, nor comb, nor curling ſteel ; : 
No mealy duſt, that many tricks can play, 


Change hair, tho red as carrots, to a grey, 


And which is by the name of powder known, 


Shall, by a puff, be on her treſſes blown. 
In her necklace no diamonds ſhall glow, 
Nor in her ring a ſparkling fire ſhow ; 

No blend-lace cap upon her head ſhall fit, 
Nor broider'd ſhoe of ſilk confine her feet ; 
No Indian fan ſhall play around her face, 
Whether at op'ra, play, or preaching- place; 


„ 41 
No golden watch mall by her ſide be bound, 


Nor coſtly cloak her ſhoulders hung around: 
But in a ſimple dreſs, both neat, and clean, 
She ſhall appear, exempt from pride within "Fs 
Like to the honeſt Vater, clear of pride, 
And to all trumpery of dreſs deny d. 

Sad news to all the milliners in town, 
And thoſe by name of mantua-makers known; | 
For each new faſhion chat s from France or Rome, 
Our Britiſh ladies are reſolv'd to doom ; | 
Not more than two poor gowns, in a whole year; : 


And caps, inſtead of ten, they now ſhall wear ; 
Baſe luxury ſhall hide her baneful head, 


And in her place frugality ſucceed, 


"Tis vain to think, theſe ſermons will maintain 
So great a ſway among the female train; 5 
Wi 0 Bone day let Miſs Fames both Prev and pray, 
Still reaſon muſt to paſſion oft give way 3 
Tho' he may brandiſh his ſoft moral quill, 
Yet ſhall the ladies follow their own will ; 


„„ 

Still ſhall foul liſt our fireets walk in auge. 

And to her ſnares the ſimple one entice; 
Unſated wives ſhall leave their lawful bed, 

And huſbands wear'long horns upon their bead; 

Still the coquette, all emptineſs within, 

Shall at the plays and mid-night balls be ſeen. 


Well might ſome ſire, or hoary-headed dame, 
With greateſt juſtice Saint Miſs James exclaim; 
Becauſe his ſermons wholly are confin d 
Unto the young of the fair female kind. 

For the ſame reaſon, juſtly may the race 
of males cry out, and hoot him to his face; 
But let their thanks loud echo to the {ky, 
In ſongs, and reach the ears of the moſt Hizh, 
Who graciouſly was pleas'd to ſend Ma, b:w, 
To call them from the bawdy-houſe, and ſtew ; 
To ſtrip them, like his brother to the ſkin, 
And waſh them from the flthineſ of ſin. 
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